A   COMET   NAMED  FEODOR

on the Ampico. I sat there swaying over the pedals and the "loud"
and "soft" keys, and Edith Mason, the Chicago soprano, later
with the Metropolitan, who was Polacco's wife at the time, stood
in the doorway and caroled: "Listen to him! No wonder he's such
a successful impresario! Listen to the way he can play the pianol"
That's a fair measure of how much wine we drank that night

BORIS in Chicago

The next season I presented a Boris of my own of which I was
forgivably proud. That was in Chicago, where I was offering the
Russian Opera Company in a full season of Russian opera, the first
such season in America.

It was the only performance of Boris to be given in this country
all in Russian; at the Metropolitan Chaliapin sang in Russian
and the rest of the cast in Italian. With Chaliapin supervising
the settings, the costumes, the music, it was as authentic a pro-
duction, as faithful to Moussorgsky's music and to the Russia
which nourished him and Chaliapin, as could be achieved.

The settings were designed by Anchutin, whose pretty daugh-
ter Leda grew up to become a ballerina and to many the fine dancer
Andr6 Eglevsky. I bought a handsome Persian chair for the Coro-
nation Scene.

And as a special touch of sentiment, the entire Russian Opera
Company gathered on the stage after the first-act curtain and
presented Chaliapin with the bread and salt of welcome in the
ancient Russian ceremony; the bread on a silver tray wrapped
in a hand-sewn white napkin.

The performance was quite late in starting, because Chaliapin
had to go over every detail once more. And the second-act curtain
did not go up for so long a time that it seemed forever.

From my favorite spot at the back of the house I became aware
of the growing restlessness of the audience. They had gone out
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